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Revs. memrn 16 


ASSURANCE FUND, FOUR MILLIONS. 
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NUDA VERITAS HAIR RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 
Nuda Veritas—Naked Truth. 
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STREETER & COMP.’S SPECIALITIES. 
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MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. 
No. XVIL.—GERMFOOD, 
(By Mary Morauty, Author of ‘' Ginbitters /" “ Ardart,” de., dc.) 


‘The MS. of this remarkable novel was tied roun4 with scarlet ribbons, 
apd arrived in a case which had been once used for the packing of bottles of 
rum, or some other potent spirit. It is dedicated in highly uncomplimentary 
terms to “ Messiewrs les Marronneurs glacés de Paris.”” With it came a 
moet extraordinary letter, from which we make, without permission, the 
following startling extracts. “ Ha! Ha! likewise Fe Fo Fum. I smeil blood, 
galloping, panting, whirling, hurling, throbbing, maddened blood. My brain 
is on fre, my pen is a flash of lightning. I see stars, three stars, that is 
to say, one of the best brands plucked from the burning. I’m going to 
make your flesh creep. I'll give you fits, paralytic fits, epileptic fits, and 
fite of hysteria, all at the same time. Havel ever been in Paris? Never. 
Do I know the taste of absinthe? How dare you ask me such a question? 
AmIawoman? Ask me another. Ugh! it’s coming, the demon is upon 


me. | must write three murderous volumes. I must, [ must! What was 
that shriek? and that? and that? Ushand me, snakes! Oh!!!!—M. M.”) 
Cuarrer I, 


I was asleep and dreaming—dreaming dreadfal, horrible, soul- 
shattering dreams—dreams that flang me head-first out of bed, and 
— me back — 
b 0 e uncarpete 
floor of my chamber. But 
I did not wake — why 
should 1?—it was unne- 
cessary — I wanted to 
dream —I had to dream 
and therefore I dreamt. 
I was walking home from 
a cheap restaurant in one 
of the poorer quarters of 
Paris. ‘Poorer quar- 
ters” is a nice vague 
term. There are many 
poerer quarters in a large 
city. This was one of 
them. Let that suffice 
to the critical pedants 
who clamour for accuracy = 
and local colour. Accu- 
racy! pah! Shall the 
soaring soul of a three- 
volumer be restrained by 
the debasing fetters of a 
grovelling exactitude ? 
Never! will tell you 
what. If I choose, I 
who speak to you, mot 
qui vous parle, the Seine 








shall run red with the 
blood of murdered priests, 
| and there shall be a tide 
in it where no tide ever 
| was before, close to Paris 
itself, the home of the 
Marrons Glacés, and = od 4 
into the river I shall plunge a corpse with upturned face an 
glassy, staring, haunting, dreadful eyes, and the tide shall turn, 
| the tide that never was on earth, or sky, or sea, it shall turn in my 
| second volume for one night only, and carry the p of my victim 
back, back, back under bridges innumerable, back into the heart 
of Paris. Dreadful, isn’t it? Allons, mon ami, Qu’ est-ce-qu'il-y-a. 
Je ne sais quoi. Mon Diew! There’s idiomatic French for you, 
| all sprinkled out of a cayenne pepper-pot to make the local colour 
| hot and strong. Bah! let us return to our muttons! 


Cuaaprrer II. 


_Wuat was that? Something yellow, and —something 
sinuous and lithe, with crawling, catlike motion. No, no! Yes, 
yes!! A leopard of the forest had issued from a side-street, a cul de 
~ as the aves sons of pe og ee a View, bers it. f wap 
| Moving with me, stopping w i ing Ww ; 
galloped, turning somersaults when I turned them. And then it 
spoke to me— e, yes, spoke, this thing of the desert—this wild 
Phantasm of a brain distraught by over-indulgence in marrons glacés, 
the curse of ma rie, an Se pee wes a8 Recent ef cearies 
poppies, plucked from the grave of a discarded mistress. 

Thou shalt write,” it said, ‘‘ for it is thine to reform the world.” 

I shuddered. The conversational ‘‘thou” is fearful at all times; 
but, ah, how true to nature, even the nature of a leo lof the 
forest. The beast continued—‘ But thou shalt write in English.” 
., Spare me!” I ventured to interpose. 

In English,” it went on, inexorably—“ in hysterical, sad, mad, 





——————— 





bad 
Indios afeane leave the dinner-table before the men. Note this, and 





lish. And the tale shall be of France—France, where the 


use it at ninety of thy first volume. And thy French shall be 
worse than thy English, for thou shalt speak of = eanenement. and 
thy friends shall say, ‘* Nous le chose.” 

Stop!” I cried, in despair, “‘ stop, fiend!—thisis too much!” I 
sprang at the monster, seized it by the throat. Our eyes, peer- 
ing into each other's, to mvege out, as by fire, secrets 
hidden in our hearts. My blood hurled itself through my veins. 
There was something clamorous and wild in it. Then I fell prone 
on the ground, and remembered that I had eaten one marron for 
dinner. This explained everything, and I remembered no more til! 
I came to myself, and found the divisional surgeon busily engaged 


upon me with a pompe d’estomac, 


Cuarrer III, 


Mr father, M. le Duc D1 Srersion, belonged to one of the oldest 
French families. He had many old French customs, amongst others 
that of b his bearded lips against my cheek. He was a stern 
- with a —e habit of eddressing mo oe “ Mon a wil Generally 

disapproved of my £6, which was, perhaps, not un- 
natural, taking all u of the case into consideration. 
Why have I mentioned him? I know not, save that even now, 
degraded as I am, memo- 
ries of better things 
sometimes steal over me 
like the solemn sound of 
churech-bells ina 
cathedzal . But lI 
have done with home, 
with father, with pat- 
riotism, with claret, with 
yelests, and with all 

ple pleasures. (a va 
sans dive, They talk to 
me of Good, and Nature. 
The words are meaning- 
less to me. Are there 


marroneur f Cold 
and pitiless, Nature sits 
aloft like a mathemati- 
cian, with his balance 
~~ the storm- 
ses this troubled 
world. Bah! I flin 
myself in her teeth. 
brazen itout. the quails. 
For, since the accu 
food passed my lips, the 
strength of a million 
demons is in me. I am 
pitiless. I laugh to think 
ge of the fool I once was in 
the days when I fed my- 
: self on Baba au Rhum, 
r ; and other innocent dishes. 
Now I have knowledge. I am my own good. I glance haughtily 


into—— [Ten rhapsodical pases omitted.—Ep. Punch.) But 
there came into my life a f priest, who was like the ghost of 
cabmen loved him 


a fair Kee because he was a fair lost, the 
not—and had to die, and lie in the Morgue—the Mor 
murdered men and women love to dwell—and thus 
discover the Eternal Secret! 

Cuarrer IV, 


Acarn—again—again! The moon rose, shimmering like a Marron 
Glacé over Paris. Oh! Paris, beauteous city of the lost. Surely 
in Babylon or in Nineveh, where Sxminamis of old queened it over 
men, never was such madness—madness did I say? Why? What 
did I mean? Tush! the struggle is over, and I am calm again, 
though my blood still hums tumultuously. The world is very evil. 
My father died choked by a marron. I, too, am dead—I who have 
written this rubbish—I am , and sometimes, as I walk, my 
loved one glides before me in aérial phantom shape, as on page 4, 
Vol. 11. But I am dead—dead and buried—and over my grave an 
avenue of gigantic chestnuts reminds the pay of my fate: 
and on my tombstone it is written, ‘‘ Here lies one who danced a 
cancan and ate marrons giacés all day. Be warned!” 

THE END. 


where 
should 





Quire ExcerrionaL Turatnicat News,— Next Thepedag of the 
Vaudeville, the Press and the usual Free-Admissionaries be let 
in for Money. 
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MORE KICKS THAN HALFPENCE. 


nteer inefficiency is to be ascribed to the Volunteer officer. The men are such as their officers make them . . . 


100 officers short of its proper complement.’’— Times, 


The force is 1, 


* The root of Volu 
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Volunteer Officer, ‘‘Yus, Why snovtp I owty ext rour Kicks ror my Haurrznce!” 


General Redtape (of the Intelligence Department, W.0.) “‘Wuati Gone To Reston!” 
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MORE KICKS THAN HALFPENCE, 


Volunteer Officer, loquitur :— 
Yes, take back the sword! Though the ZJimes may 
<r 
Tired am I who sy and snubs. 
You’ll fot Pad e friend, what your folly has cost 
you, 
Henceforth for me the calm comfort of Clubs! 
To lounge on a cushion and hear the balls rattle [cloth, 
’Midst smoke-fumes, and sips on the field of green 
Is better than leading troops to sham battle, 
In stupid conditions that rouse a man’s wrath. 


Commissions, they say, go a-begging. Precisely! 
Incapables take them, but capables shy. 
For twenty-one years you iaee hasatel us nicely. 
And now, like the rest, we’re on Strike, Bir. And 


wh 
The game, you old femil, is net worth the candle, 
s for my halfpence? The bargain’s 


Your kic 
bad ! 
If you want bogus leaders sham soldiers to handle 
You'll now have to take duffers, deadheads, and cads! 
The Times wisely says you should make it attractive, 
_This Volunteer business. But that’s not your game. 
You’re actively snubby, or coldly inactive : 
We pay, and you -pooh! ’Tis always the same. 
We do not d giving our time and our money, 
Or facing March blasts, or the floods of July ; 
But till nettles bear Sir, or wasp rie us honey, 
You won’t get snubbed men to pay up look spry. 


The “* eelipiesiion of camps and manwuvres” ? 
All right! Let us learn in a soldierlike school ; 


too 


But what is the good of your Bisleys and Dovers. 
If the whole game resolves into playing the fool ? 
To play that game 


f y for it too, Sir, 
on’t suit me at I’m disgusted bored. 
Your kicks for my halfpence? No, no, it won’t do, Sir! 





And therefore, old Tapenoddle—take back the sword ! 


TRUE SENTIMENT. 


*“I'™ weittxc TO Mas, Monwracuz, Groneiz,—rtuat pretty Lapy you vexp 
TO TAKE TO sez your Pies, Haven't you some wick MessaGz 10 SEND HER!” 

“Yes, MuMMIE; GIVE HER MY LOVE, AND SAY I NEVER LOOK AT A LITTLE 
Brack Pig NOW WITHOUT THINKING oF Hex/” 








LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE’S DIARY. 


[ConTINUED.] 


Mcrch 11,—I shall have to be pretty careful in m to 
Council. Must butter up Billsbury like fun. How w this do? 
am young, Gentlemen, but I d have studied the politi i 
of my country to little purpose if I did not know that, up to 
of the last election, the vote of Billsbury was always 
side of enlightenment, and Constitutional progress. 
foolish experiments of those who sought to impair the 
of our laws and our Constitution found no fayour in 
was not your fault, I know, that this state of things 
maintained, and that Billsbury is now i 
wand. pepepalineaations ite aan 
word y against the present Member for Billsbury. 

a political som, wae is because his political opinions are mistak 

that you have to attack him”—<&c., &c., &. Must throw 
in ———s about not an Rah ing the true friends of Kn m3 
men. CHUBSON is an Eight Hours’ man, so I can goa way. 

What shall I say mext? Church and State, of Ireland 
pacified and contented, glorious financial suecesses present 
Government, steady removal of all legitimate grievances, and 
triumphs of our diplomacy in all parts of world. Shall have to 

od word for Li -Unionists. Tortanp says there are 

irty of them, all very touchy. Must try to work in the 
story of the boy and the plum-cake. 6 made them scream at the 
Primrose meeting at Crowdale. 

_By the way, Uncle Hewny said, ‘‘ What about the Bar?” I told 
him I meant to keep king at it—which won't be difficult if I 
don’t get more work. I got just two Statements of Claim, ands 
Motion before a Judge in Chambers, all last year, the third year 
after my call. Sleepy. To bed. 

March 12,** George Hotel,” Billsbury.—Left London by 2'15 to-day, 
i got to Billsbury at 5°30. Toxtawp met me at the station with 
elf a dozen other “‘leaders of the Party.” One was Colonel 
oe a Volunteer Colonel; another was Alderman Morrart, # 


and 
am most 
as" you,” a want of 


wards, which a. 





two porters, who carried my bag and , a shilling each. The 
looked knowing, but old Totianp had hated that the other side 
had got a character for meanness of which we could take a perfectly 
poe oe without in any way infringing the Corrupt 
joes Act. Must look up that Act. It may be a help. From 
the station we went straight to the “ G ” There I was intro- 
duced to half a dozen more leaders of the . Can't remember 
one of them except Buissor, the Secretary of the Association, a 
chap about my own age, who told me his brother remembered 
me at Oxford. There was a fellow of that name, I think, who 
ee Toth aa whieh bet dida't like, Hope 
ter a Torpid *‘ rag,” which he didn’t like. Hope 
I said I remembered him well. Dined with 
but leaders of the Party present, all as serious 
as jud of importance. Cuonxie, who d his *“‘h’s” 
frigh , asked me ‘’ow long it would be afore a General Elec- 
tien.” ond coomed rather surprised when I said I had no information 
on the matter. : ‘ . 
The meeting of the Council came off in the large hall of the Bills- 
bury Beaconsfield Club. Tortanp was in the chair, and made 
long speech in introducing me. I didn’t take in a word of it, as I 
wis ting my peroration to myself all the time. My speech 
went off prett well, except that I got mixed up in the middle, and 
forgot that blessed story. However, when I got into the buttering 
part, it took them by storm. I warmed old Grapstons up to-rights, 
and asked them to contrast the state of England now with what it 
was when he was in power. ‘‘ Hyperion to a Satyr,” I said. Colonel 
Cuorxkie, in proposing afterwards that I was a fit and proper 
person to represent Billsbury, said, ‘Mr. Parrie’s able and con- 
vincing speech proves ’im not only a master of 4s" but a con- 
summate orator, able to wield the harmoury ” (why 
there I don’t know) “ of wit and sarcasm like a master. J 
iven to boasting,” he continued. ‘J never indulge in badinage 
foery raceme rach Candas, wo mat 
RRAM the resolu ich was nem, con, u 
aa local to ana te mother. She’ll like that. Shall 


go back to to-morrow. 





“Porrwientty” y. So-catuen “ Novereerta Cawronr.” — 
jay = Ly ‘sees amme, Mr. iy Hangison to be known 
in fu as‘ Faepento Haxznasin’ Kwow es.” 

(Signed) php, 
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MP. PUNCH’S POCKET IBSEN. 


(Condensed and Revised Version by Mr. P.’s Own Harmless Ibsenite.) 


No, IL—NORA; OR, THE BIRD-CAGE (ET DIKKISVOIT). 
Acr IL. 

The Room, with the cheap Art-furniture as before—except that the 
candles on the Christmas-tree have guttered down and appear 
to have been lately blown out. The cotton-wool frogs and the 
chenille monkeys are disarranged, and there are walking things 
on the sofa, Noma alone. 


Nora ( ing on a cloak and —y ut off again). Bother Knoe- 
sTaD! ere, | won't think of him. I'll only think of the costume 
ball at Consul Srzwnone’s, over-head, to-night, where I am to dance 
the Tarantella all alone, dressed as a Capri fisher-girl. It struck 

Torvatp that, as I am a matron with three children, my perfo 

might amuse the Consul’s guests, and, at the same time, increase 

his connection at the Bank. TorvaLp # so practical. 

Linpex, who comes in with a large cardboard 

so you have brought in my old costume ? 

husband's new Cashier, just doing up the steaming Sor me? . 
Mrs. L. Not at all—is it not part of my regular duties? (Coste) 

Don’t you think, Nora, that you see a little too much of Dr. Rawx 
Nora. Oh, 1 couldn't see too 

much of Dr. Rawk! He & so 

amusing—always talki 
his complaints, and ity, and 
all sorts of indeseribably fann 
things. Go away now, dear; 
hear TorvaLp, 

[Mre. Linpew po. Enter Ton- 
VALD from the Manager’s room, 
Nora runs trippingly to him. 
Nora (coazing). Oh, Torvaxp, 

if only you won't dismiss Kroe- 

STAD, you can’t think how your 

little lark would jump about and 

twitter | 

Heimer. The inducement would 
be stronger but for the fact that, 
as it is, the little lark is generally 
engaged in that j oecu- 
pation. And I really must get rid 
of Krooetap. If I didn’t, people 
would say I was under the thumb 
of my little squirrel here, and then 

Kroestap and I knew each other 

in early youth; and when two peo- 

ple knew each other in early youth 
a short )—h’m! Benides, 
he will address me as, “‘I say, 

TorvaLp”—which causes me most 

painful emotion! He is tactless, 

dishonest, familiar, and morally 
ruined—altogether not at all the kind of person to be a Cashier in 


a Bank like mine. 


\ 


ormance | 


(To Mrs. (To Rawx.) N 
poe} Ah, Curistina, try it on here. ‘ 
Wi you mind, as my —it 7 you know. So go into ToxvaLp and amuse him til 


him lightly on the ear with the stockings; then hums a little.) | 


want you to do me a great service, Dr. Rawx. 
I always liked ‘you. I love Tonvaty most, of course—but, 


ings.) 


(Rolling up stock. 


somehow, I’d rather spend my time with you—you are so amusing! 


Rank. If 1 am, can’t 


love you! Yo 


Nora. Perhaps not—but it was really too cl 
it just as [ was about to ask a favour of you! 


you guess why? 


(A short silence.) Because 


‘an’t pretend you didn’t know it! 


of you to mention 
t was in the worst 


taste! (With dignity.) pop eee ae imagine because I joke with 


you about silk 


I never tell Torvatn, 


you 
that I am therefore without the most delicate and scrupulous self- 


respect ! 


I am really quite a 


(sits in rocking-chair and smi 


little doll, Dr. Rawx, and now— 


)—now I shan’t ask you what I was 
going to! 
Nora (terrified). Oh, my goodness! 


[ELLEN comes in with a card, 
[ Puts it in her pocket, 


Dr. Rank. Excuse my easy Norwegian pleasantry—but—h’m— 
anything disagreeable up ? A 
Yora (to herself). Knogetan’s card! I must tell another whopper! 


I’m 


0, nothing, only—only my new costume. I want to 
if always do 


try on my dresses in the drawing-room 


y: 
([Ranx goes into HetmeEn’s room, and Nona bolts the door upon 


him, as Kroestap enters from hall in a ag cap. 





“ A poor fellow with both feet in the grave is not the best authority 
on the fit of silk stockings.’’ 


Krogs. Well, I’ve pone sack, 
and so I came to see how you are 
getting on. I mayn’t be a nice 
man, but— (with feelrng)—I havea 

eart! And, as I don’t intend to 

ive up the forged 1.0,U. unless 

*m taken back, I was afraid you 
might be contemplating suicide, 
or something of that kind ; and so 
I called to tell you that, if I were 
you, I wouldn’t. Bad thing for the 
complexion, suicide, and silly, too, 
because it wouldn’t mend matters 
in the least. (Kindly.) You must 
not take this affair too seriously. 


Mrs. Hetwer. Get your husband 
to settle it amicabl taking me 
back as Cashier ; ¢ shall soon 


get the whip-hand of Aim, and we 
shall all be as pleasant and com- 
fortable as possible together ! 

Nora. Not even that pect 
can tempt me! Besides, TorvaLp 
wouldn’t have you back at any 
price now! 


Krogs. All right, then. I have 
: here ale elling husband 


tter, t 
I will take the liberty of 
dropping it in the letter-box at 
your hall-door as I go out. I'll 


wish you evening ! . 
(He goes out ; presently the dull sound of a thick letter dropping 


unto a wire bor is 


eard. 


Nora, But he writes in scurrilous papers,—he is on the staff of| Nora (softly, and hoarsely). He’s done it! How am I to prevent 


the Norwegian Punch, If you dismiss him, he may write nasty 
things about you, as wicked people did about poor dear Papa! 


I am—which makes all the 
Kroersap the sack. 
Bank is, that I can use the housemaids as Bank-messengers. 5 a 
to door and calls.) Eten! (Enter parlourmaid.) Take that 


there is no answer. 


erence. I have herea 


opportunity for you to 
lark, the doors are double! 


Nora (stroking her face). How am I to get out of this mess! 


ring at the Vimtors’ bell.) Dr, Rawx’s ring! He shall help me out | of strict business habits, and 


of it! 
Dear Dr. Ranx, how are you ? 
Rank (sitting down near the stove). I am a miserable, hypochon- 


dismal? Why? Because my father died of a fit of the blues! Js 
that fair—I put it to you ? 

Nora. Do try to be fannier than that! See, I will show you the 
flesh-coloured silk tights that I am to wear to-night—it will cheer 
you up. But you must only look at the feet—wel 
at the rest if you’re good. Aren’t they lovely ? 
 — think ? 


: Helmer Wier a 
ank (gloomily), A yom fellow with both feet in the grave is not | come—not this awful 
e I shall be food for | lark 


the best authority on fit of silk stockings. 
worms before long—I know I shall! 
Nora, You mustn't really be so frivolous! Take that! 


| 


| me that it is indeed empty, in spite of the fact that I 
driacal wretch—that’s what Jam. And why am I doomed to be) variably found i 


| 
| 


| 


; 


| 
(She hits | swings the tam 


TorvaLp from 


f Helmer (inside t 
Helmer. Your poor dear —_ was not impeceable—far from it. | dress yet? (Noma wnbolts door.) 
giving | costume, after all ? 
One of the conveniences of living close to the | me in the box there ? 
Nora (voicelessiy). None—not even a postcard! O 
look—promise me you won't! 
. (ELLEN takes it and goes.) That’s settled— you there isn’t a letter! And I’ve forgotten the Tarantella you 
so now, Nona, as | am going to my private room, it will be a capital | taught me—do let ’s run over it. 


etter don’t, please, go and 


you do. 


it? 


(Enters with Ranx.) 


her a strictly 


there. (Sits down to piano.) 
little squirrel— dance away, my own 


Nora (dancing, 
= i ef tay 0 

ou ma some champagne for dinn 
it they rf me, 


squirrel ! 


little lark as this... 


with a 


ora (her hair coming down 
I can’ 


bourine). 


door, rattling). Hasn’t my lark changed its 


at—so you are not in fancy 
Are there any letters for 


TorvALp, 
assure 


I’m so afraid of breaking down— 


tise the tambourine—thump away, little | promise me not to look at the letter-box. I can’t dance unless 
Nods to her and goes in, shutting door, | . 
(A| Helmer (standing still, on his way to the letter-bor), I am a man 
some powers of observation ; my little 
(Dr. Rawk appears in doorway, hanging “P his great-coat.) | squirrel’s assurances that there is nothing in the box, com with 
(Takes both his hands. | her obvious anxiety that I should not 


and see for myself, satisfy 
ve not in- 
thful little dieky-bird. ere— 


Bang away on tambourire, 
a 


shawl). Just won't the little 


40 feel so gay! We will have 
er, won't we, TORVALD ? 


[Dances wi 


more and more abandonment. 


racer Sroquent remarks in correction). Come, 

wildness! I don’t like to see quite such ® 
Really it is time you ! 

she ; still, and 


dances more 
.» 1 can't! (To herself, as she 





— 





sley 
side 


<a tm md im in. tn ch anbeesen oad ee at ae 
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ves.) I’ve only thirty-one hours left to be a bird in; and after 
doncet) uddering) after that, Kroosrap will let the cat out of 
the bag! in. 
N.B.—The final Act,—eon ing scenes of thrilling and realistic 
intensity, worked out with a masterly insight and command of payeho- 
logy, the whole to conclude with a new and original ment— 
unavoidably postponed to a future number. No money returned. 














TAKING THE CENSUS. 
(A Story of the 6th of April, 1891.) 


As I have but a limited ing in the Temple, 
slept on the evening of the 5th of at Burmah 
sidered it right and to fill the 





“UP, GUARDS, AND ACT 'EM!” 


Tue “them” in this adapted quotation must be taken to mean 
; y and lighthearted soldiers continue 





3 throughout, and in the Cockatoo Dust 
Sater |ettiear nef aly | ry Gorn 
like, appeared ing , and must have been pleasant . live o cing, 
the cnuahalder @ was authorised to employ ame person other than Cu — 2. The Misses 
himself to write, ‘if unable to do so himself.” To be captions, I _, among a gee Some ing. 
might have been better pleased had the housemaid who handed : aes Sie Te Pow Fvcer wes 


the schedule been . He qed Crusoe, And well did he do 
body 


fight for ev ith the Guards’ Burlesque, we 
Mr. BRreriess. But this was a small matter. Chavan, Gentlemen, if you'plenss ** We fear nofoa!”’ 


I need scarcely say that I took infinite pains! to fill in my 

accurately. I have Sept sympathy wn Fs <4 Census (Hoyland and 

. ot ite object to the fallest extent attainable. yey THE OLD (CRICKETING) '088 AND THE YOUNG (GLOUCESTER) COLTS. 
culty about inserting myyown “name and surname,” and “ profes- Firrry, notout! A start borend doubt, 

sion or occupation.” I rather hesitated, however, to describe myself In a Twenty-four field, Doctor W. G. 

as an “employer,” beeause the *‘ examples of the mode of filling-up” And may yy bring us lots of good fun, 

rather suggested that domestic servants were not to count, and for With you at the Wickets for Figures of Three, 

the rest my share in the time of Porrrreron, to say the | is To see the Old ’Oss stir in good time to foster 

rather shadowy. For instance, I could hardly fairly suggest that The coming-on “‘ Colts,” should give courage to Glo’ster ! 

in regard to aa tae | | my wa | ont ¢ —— ble ler, 1 am 

as great an employer 0 ur as, say, the ora wa 

contractors, pa: managing director’ of a cosmopolitan hotel : “Such a Dawg!” 

pany. Then, although I am distinctly of opinion that I rightly Tux enclosed was cut from The Field of last week :— 

| carried out the intentions of the statute by describing myself as ‘the |, —_ —_ WANTS some friend to give him a small BULLDOG with « 
ap ? the family,” my wife a an opposite ve of ota . e smile, for a house pet.—To be sent for inspection to, &e. 

a making the other entries, I had no great difficulty. The ages of) 1+ is to be hoped that the advertiser will not get an animal that (to 


my domestics, however, caused me some surprise. ays a , thc 8 OF 
imagined (and they have given me their faithfal and valuable ser_|1¥t from Hamlet) ‘* may smile and smile and be « villain | 


vices lam glad to a for a long time) that the years in which the 
— born — ut ~t nu bo sag I { _— Ignotus. 

of the same age—two-and-twenty. To refer to another m 

housebeld-—I described ™ oon, Sulaxrow N cus Dares (the first P yet oat ame ! 1 aetees bat ithe world, 
is an old family name of forensic cele second an appro- " ’ : 

priate cunsinanah to a distinguished et he of the judicial Ben I’ve been warb’ mer make and tootled, and skirled, 











ch, mu ENF Il have been dumb 
whose courtesy to the Junior Bar’ is proverbial) as a “scholar,” but mat ae 7. might jute voll - Fa Lago 


rejected his (SiaLLow’s) suggestion that I should add to the descri PT 

tion of his brother (one of my younger sons, Gzorce Lewis Vin You’re — poche, ee I = wrong ! 
Tromp Corsten More Borrow Brreriess—I his Christi — a on ~ | 20 Popular Song! 

names in anticipated recognition of possible wrote the words of & 
be conferred on him in after-life) the wo: 
birth,” as frivolous, untrue, and even libellous. We had ne} New axp Iwrenestina Worx.—As a companion to Dr. Watont’s 
untoward incident. In the early morning of Monday we found in| The Ice Ages in North America and its bearing upon the Antiquity of 
our area & person Ww evidently ight there in « con-| Man, will shortly appear The Penny-Ice Age in London and ils 
dition of helpless intoxication. As she tisf bearing on the Youth of the Metropol. 


explanation of her or I handed : 
cont iy livingos her as Paper os ; ; A Brummagem Bolus, 
> ek of her last drinking-bout.” I rej i indi (By an elate ais Unionist.) ie 
Aw “‘ill-starred abortion ” Wxe christened our party ; 

At present, as Jox hints that sounds quite ironic. 
As I wished to deliver True, lately gur health did appear far from hearty, 
my com’ 
Foumerstor ” ia pers Teaired tht Bat Aston has acted As-tonls 

when he ‘or 

7 i id, after looking —How can any of us expect the truth from « 
at “Excuse me oat vod. see there is a i ee tet tells us thet he merely “‘transeritbes from 
eiyin false information.” M&S. lying before him!” 
pene ; Waar rue Irate Seex tro Wart om Lovistawa.—An unfair 


the penalty has rendered 
lutely accurate, Be yon notice any diy 2 Gen pen? field, or no Fava! 
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WHAT A paLienTrvoL Room THIs WwouLD 
Pierures Any THINGS CLEARED away!” 


A FAIR EXCHANGE. 


Hosea Biatow speaks up on the situation : — 


| Hrne we stan’ on the Constitution, by thunder! 


State rights won't be hurried by any one's 


hoofs ; 
Umperto, old hoss, would you like, I wonder, 


To ‘pologise first, and then bring up yer 


proofs 7? 
Uncle Sam is free, and he sez, sez he :— 
** The Mafia’s no more 
Right to come to this shore, 
| No more'n the Molly Maguires,” sez he. 


nothin’ 


slaves. 
We ain't none riled by their frettin’ an’ frothin’ 
Who shriek, in Hitalian, across the waves. 
Uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he :— 
** He will put down his foot 
On the right to shoot 
As claimed by the Mafia gang!” sez he. 
Freedom's keystone is Law, yes; that there’s 
no doubt on, 
It’s sutthin that’s—wha’ d’ye call it P— 
divine, — 


The brutes who break it hain’t nutthin’ to 
boast on 


On your side or mine o’ the seethin’ brine, 
Uncle Sam is free, and he Bez, pez he :— 
f assassins wang ’em 


I'm game to hang ’ em, 
An’ #0 git a on ’em soon,” sez he. 








Cea aie 


Unele Samu ain't no kind o’ bisness with 


——_-——= 


—_—_——_. 












a 
af | \ 
1 


thooly 
Dae, ~ 


PICTURE 


SUNDAY. 
(What Our Artist has to put up with.) 


Fair Damsel (to Our Artist, who is explaining the beauties of his Picture). ‘' Coanmine ! 


. 
Beas 
a ~ 






i 
) 





Caarnminc! Bort, on, Mr. FrrzMappzr, 


Be vor A Dancs,—wite Taz Musicians In Tae GALLERY, AND ALL THE Easgis syd 








And chat about ‘‘ Law and Order,” 
A formula pleasant for them in ~ Ange 
Home-stayin’ idlers, well-guarded rich. 
Uncle Sam is free, but he sez, sez he: — 
Whar life’s a Jn ry 
Law, based on right, 
May need the ‘strong arm’ of a Man,” sez he. 


Now don’t go to say I’m the friend of force ; 
Best keep all your spare breath for coolin’ 
your broth ; 
And when just Law has a fair clar course, 
All talk of ‘ 
froth. 


Like stabs in the back,—that may do for Unele Sam is free, but he sez, sez he :— 


** If he gits within hail 
Of the Glan-na-Gael, 
Or the Mafia either, he shoote, ” sez he, 


This ain’t no matter for sauce or r— 


Tho gh of it’s a chice betwixt rope and | 40 


I can’ t help sayin’ I prefer the rope. 
Unoele Sam is free, and te sez, sez he :— 
** At a pinch I'll not flinch 
From a touch of Lynch,— 
That is—at a very hard pinch ! ”” sez he. 


Bat Lynch Law, Umpernrro, or Seeret Society, 
Both are bad, though the latter’s wust ; 
We'll soon get "shut of either variety, 
You and me, Umperto, or so I trust. 
Unele Sam is free, but he sez, sez he :— 





Tis well fee sleek cits for to lounge on their 


an’ sich. 


swagre 
Teo summary judgment both scout, 1| The Second 


** Assassination 
Won't build a nation, 
Nor yet the unlegalised rope,” sez he. 


Withdraw your Ambassador! Wal, that air 


summary | 
Italian irons so soon git hot ! 
Ironclads? Sure that’s mere militant flam- 


mery. 
Don’t want to rile, but I'll tell 
Uncle Sam i is free, but he BeZ, SEZ 
** Let Fava stay, 
Take the Mafia away, 


ou what: 
e:— 


And we'll call it ht deal!’ sez he. 
‘wild justice” is frenzy and - satrtedhintress 








PResENTED AT Cam. —Acting upon the 
suggestions made in these columns a week ag0, 
the Author of The. Volcano, and the company 
of the Court Theatre have effected the most 
valuable alterations in the play of the evening. 
Act now concludes with the inter- 
ing of The whe * which brings | 
— . r- a roar of laughter, - 
Tha ct is also generally improv 
Mrs. Jonn Woop is seen at her best as the 
interviewing lady-jo which is con- 
in # sentence a volume of praise. 
Mr. Antuur Cxcit, as the Duke, is equally 
admirable; and Mr. Wexpow GaossmiTH, 
— rh scarcely i in his element as a Member 
ent of neble birth, is distinctly | 
amen. Al , The Voleano causes eX- 
plosions of merriment in all parts of. the house, | 
pee has entirely escaped the once-impending 
danger of fizzling out like a damp squib. 


pa aa ey, 
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A FAIR EXCHANGE. 


Uxctz Sam, “SEE HERE, UMBERTO!—GIVE US BACK YOUR ‘MINISTER, AND TAKE AWAY THAT 
DARN'D ‘MAFIA,’ AND WE'LL CALL IT A SQUARE DEAL!” 
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A COMPLAINT OF THE CENSUS. 
(By a Disappointed Duke.) 


Por the first time the sixth column in the Census 
Schedule is simply headed “ Profession or Oceu- 
On! I’m a reg’lar rightdown Dake: 

The trying part I act and look 
tight nob 7; 20 they tell me. 
Yet [ would have you understand 
Why I am tho unmanned 

At what of late befell me. 


A week or something less ago, 
A schedule came to let me know 
The Census Day was Sunday. 
details, one and all, 
Hiled in, and then they'd call 
To fetch it on the Monday. 


I found it easy to contrive 
To answer columns one to five— 
I filled them up discreetly ; 
But when I came to column six 
I got into an awful fix, 
And lost my head completely. 


For ‘Rank ” alas! had di 
I’d never for an instant f 
It wouldn’t really be there. 
Your ‘‘ Oceupation” you could state, 
‘* Profession,” too, you might relate, 
But I—a Duke— neither ! 


His Grace the Duke of Praza-Tor’ 
Would call himself, I’m pretty sure, 
A “ public entertainer. 
But I and my blue-blooded wife, 
We lead a simple blameless life, 
No life could well be plainer. 


In such a plight what could I do? 

I searched the paper through and through, 
Each paragraph I read. You'll 

Scarce credit it but those who “* live 

On their own means ’”’ had got to five 
This statement in the schedule 


I put it, but my ducal pen 
I saw ona sputtered when 
I did so, All of which he 
Will please remember when I say 
I thought it in a minor way 
Unkind of Mr, Rrremrs! 








MICKY FREE IN PARIS, 


_ As to the incident which recently appeared 
in the papers under the head-line Y, Insulting 
an Ambassador,” our old friend Micky writes 
us a8 follows :—‘‘ jabers then, ye must 
know the truth. Me all Count Munster was 
drivin’ together. The Count’s every bit a 
true-born son of Ould Ireland for ever, and 
descended from the Kings of Munster by both 
sides, and more betoken wasn’t he wearin’ an 
Ulster at the very moment, and isn’t he the 
best of chums with the Dukes of Conwaveut 
and Lemvsrer? Any way we were in our 
baroosh passin’ the time o’ day to 

as we were drivin’ in the Bore, when w 


me _ friend, 

im a lesson in i itj 
hat of a domestic longsi 
the box. * Tunder and 
paring to descend, and gi 
taste of my blackthorn ist ! 
be aisy now, Micky,’ says the Ambassador to 
mé, in what is, betune ourselves, 
bative tongue; and with that he 

, Mills at it, makes a 

rye loaf,’ says I), and then a’ f 
with  supercilious look, ‘ 


his own |] 


gorra, there was a whoop o’ delight went u 
i ey 

as aone o ignoramuses id 
onderstand a wurrd the Court said in English 
or German, let alone Irish. ‘Goot,’ says 
Monsrer to me, dropping into his German 
accent, which, on occasion, comes quite 
nat to him—the cratar! ‘I’ll give the 
loaf to the dog;’ and he whistles up the 
mastiff, own brother to Bismarce’s. ‘Eh 
Micky, ye gossoon, isn’t the proverb, ‘ 
me, loaf my dog” ?’ Ah! ti was cheers 
for ould Ireland, and a mighty big dhrink 
entirely we had that same night. 

** Yours as ever, M. F.” 





HERRICK UP TO DATE, 
(After ** The Bracelet to Julia,”’) 

Wer tye I about thy wrist, 

Jui, this my silken twist ? 

For what other reason is %, 

But to show (tn theorie) 

Thou sweet captive 
art to me; 


¥ and fact ; 

Thou art free in will and act ; 
’Tis but silke that bindeth thee, 
Snap the thread, and thou art free: 
But ’tis otherwise with me. 
I am bound, and bound fast so 
That from thee I cannot go. 

bf de have - = nt though. 

an must be a wing-clipp’d goose 

If he bows to Hymen’s noose,— 
Heads you winne, and tails I lose !) 








MAGAZINE MANNERS. 


Editor to Eminent Writer.— Review pro- 
mises to be deadly slow next month. Can you 
do something slashing for us? Pitch into 
somebody or other—you know the style. 

Eminent Writer to Editor.— Happy to 
oblige. Got old article handy advocating 
cession of Canada and India to the French. 
Never wrote anything more ripping. Pitches 
into everybody. Touching it up, and will let 
you have it in two da By the bye, tele- 


people put a x tomy name. 
Feil thoes not to do it again. 
incor boat the G rr a fot 
about the x. Got your e. 
quite what I wanted. Style all ri 
ts idiotic. Can't you take 
ide? Much more > ; 
Eminent Writer to Editor.—Idea insulting. 
Any more telegrams of that sort, and I con- 
tribute in et ie Shortsprightly Review, 





falsehood, hypocrites, effrontery, demagogues, 
Pharisees, and so on; but expressions to be 
taken in strietly Pickwickian of 
say act ee for a 
minent Writer to Editor.— Explanation 

unsatisfactory. You first insert contribu- 
tion, and then slate it. Do you call yourself 
an Editor ? 

Editor to Eminent Writer.—Rather think 
I do call myself Editor. Couldn’t insert that 
= ag a 7 - ber + 
reply. the bye, have forgotten if you 
sell Christian name with or without x? 
Important. Wire back. 

tor next Ghortaprightly, that’s allt 
out for nex ’ x t's ! 
Article entitled, ‘ Editori Horseplay.” 
It'll give you ~ « my name isn’t— 
FREDERIC, without K. 


sense, and 








ANOTHER’S! 
(A Once Rejected Address, ) 


Yes! Thou must be another's, Oh, 
Such anguish stands alone ! 

I'd always fancied thou wert so 
Peculiarly mine own ; 

No weloome doubt my soul can free ; 
A convict may not choose— 

Yet, since another’s thou must be, 

ost kindly tell me whose ? 


Is it the Lord of Shilling Thrills 
Who penned The Black that Mails— 
That martial man who from the hills 
Excogitates his tales ? 
In it ubiquitous A. Lane ? 
Nay, shrink not but explain 
Tow of all the writing gang 
Dost properly pertain ” 


Perchance to some provincial churl, 
Who blushes quite unseen ? 
Perchance to some ambitious Earl 
Such inshane oon vent ed 
uc ve uently ocourred, 
And gems like thee have crowned 
The titular and moneyed herd, 
And made them nigh renowned. 


I know not, this alone is clear, 
Thou wert my sole delight ; 
I pored on thee by sunshine, dear, 
I dreamed of thee at night. 
Thou wert so good —too splendid for 
a i ny anna mea - 
nd I was thy proprietor— 
And all the world must gaze! 


But Punch, that autocrat, decrees 
That thou another's art : 

I cannot choose but bow my knees 
And my heart. 

Thou must be someone’s else, alack ! 
The truth remains confessed 

For Mr. P. hath sent thee back 
My cherished little Jest, 





From s Fry-tear.— Buzziness first, plea- 
sure after,” as the bluebottle said when, after 
circling three times about the breakfast-table, 
he alighted on a lump of sugar. 


SALISBURY AT 8T, MARTIN’S-LE-GRAND, 


How slow is fate from fatal friends to free us! 
Still, still, alas! ’tis ‘* Zgo e¢ Rarxes meus.” 

“Tus Oxroxrp Movement.”—Not much 
to choose between this and the Cambridge 





movement in the last race. 





Prace or Bawisumewt vor Mistaken Per 


| sows.—The Isle of Mull. 
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CENSUS DAY HOW SOME WERE CAUGHT. 
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Earl Granville. 


Bory mv 1815. Disp 3ler Marcu, 1891. 


Tur coarser Cyclops now combine | 

To push the Olympians from their places ; 
ee eS 

Of ter en graces. 
Pleasant, amidst the clangour crude 

Of smiting hammer, sounding anvil, 
As bland A interlude, 

The courtly accents of a GRANVILLE ! 


A strennous time’s 


Shouts peans to earth-born giant, 
—" refuse 


Whose brows Apollo ’s wreath 





Whose strength to Charis is unpliant. 
Demos distrusts the debonair, : 
Yet Demos found himself disarming 
To cracious GRANVILLE ; unaware . 
Won by the calm, witched by the charmir g. 


Bismarckian vigour, stern and stark 
As Brontes self, was not his dower ; 
Not his to steer a storm-tost bark 
Through waves that whelm, ‘and cloucs 
that ao. oa 
Te nper unsti unerring 
Were his. He could not ‘* wave the banner,” 
But he could lend to steely act 
The softly silken charm of manner. 


Kindly, accomplished, with a wit 
Lambent yet bland, like summer lightning ; 


| Venomless rapier-point, whose ‘‘ hit 


Was palpable, yet 
E’en party conflict with a touch 
Of old-world grace fight could no¢ ruffle! 
Faith, GRANVILLE, we shall miss thee much 
Where kites and crows of faction scuffle ! 


Brightening 








Ay Intsx Diamown.—The Cork Examiner 
of 28th ultimo contained an official advertise- 
ment, signed by the High Sheriff of the 
County ot the City of Cork, requesting certain 
persons connected with the Spring Assizes to 
attend at the Model Schools, as the Court 
House had been destroyed by fire. Amongst 
those thus politely invited to be present on 
so interesting an occasion were the Prisoners! 








PATERFAMILIAS ON KIS CENSUS PAPER. 


Heap of the Family! That makes me quail. 
I am the Head—and thereby hangs a ! 
This big blue paper, ruled in many a column, 
(vives rise to some misgivings sad and solem 
Kelation to that Head? That Head’s buzz- 


_brained, 
And its “ relations” are—just now—‘‘ much 
__ strained,” 
Citizen-duty I’ve no wish to shirk, 
But would the State do its own dirty work— 
My daughters swear tis dirty). 1’d be 
grateful. 
Instructions ? Yes! Imperative and fateful ! 
But, a! I wish they would “ instruct” me 


OW 
To tell the truth without a family row. 
Best of my knowledge and belief”! Ah 


we 

lf Aunt Mewrrapet her age won't tell ; 

If Cook will swear she’s onl thirty-three, 

And rather fancies she was A at sea 

von I on now) my “knowledge and 

belief ”” 

Are not worth much to the official chief, 

Berooes P, Hewwreen, if he only knew it. 

ATrue Return? Well, if it is not true, it 

, not my fault. Inquisitorial band, 

n done my level best-— Witness my Hand! 

bothering business makes me feel quite 
‘ace now—for ten years more! [bilious, 

PaTERFAMILIAS, 





ee 
—-—— 


“FACTA NON VERBA”; OR, PIERROT IN LONDON. 


** Or the best! of the best!” as Z Gane fe nespetnall rming of everything 
eatable and drinkable that is for his own benefit aad pve beg FP Keng, 

little bar, not a hundred miles from the Monte Carlo tables, where he himself and his barris 
ters practise day and night ; and, as this famous cutter of sandwiches and confectioner o 


A BLACK AND WHITE EXHIBITION. 


drinks says of his stock in trade, so say we of L’ Enfant Prodigue, which, having been 
translated by Horativs Cocies Szpexr from Paris to London, gone straight to the 
heart and intelligence of our Theatre-loving public. 
mT ey eee Shen, Bo cate cease of ous, Hagiich 
antomime have m crushed out ov ring W gorgeous spectacle 
should re-a rin our midst a souwal of the pom ary, «Aad who tomimed himself 
into public favour with the Parisians towards the close of the seventeenth century. Red-hot 
poker, sausages, and filching Ciown have had their day, and lo! when everyone said we were 
tired of the ‘‘ comic business” of Fentomias, hese in our midst re- almost in their 
habits as they lived, certainly with their white faces and black skull-caps ‘‘as they 
appeared,” a pair of marvellously clever Pierrots. Mile. Janz May as Pierrot Junior, ‘’ the 
Prodigy son,” and M. Courtis as Pierrot Senior, are already drawing the town to Matinées 
at the Prince of Wales’s, causing us to laugh at them and with them in their joys, and to 
with them in their mimic sorrows. Yes! Pierrot redivivus / : 

Mind you, it is not a piece for children; make no mistake sbout that ; they will only 
laugh at the antics, be ignorant of the story, and be untouched by its truth and ‘ 
All are good. We like the naughty bianchisseuse the least of the cha and 
omfg lg Fag Ke Bat is it not in nature that the prodigal : 
boy is M Jane Ma) chould fall in love with & young women come 7 his senior, and 
far Gayens Sim Se sapeiance of So weet Why certainly. Then the Baron, 
great humour by M. Lovis Govert, who wins the Mistress with his d 
inimitable Black Servant, M. Jzan Ancuett, who laughs at poor little Pierrot, 
to his wealthy rival and successor,—are they not both admirable? As for 
Madame Scumipt as Madame Pierrot, loving wife and devoted mother, it is, as 
** too good for words.” Her pantomimiec action is so sympathetic 
fact, perfect. Who wants to hear them speak? acta non verba is their motto, 
what the Black, heavily bribed, mouths out the titled Baron’s name, though never a 
syllable does he utter! It is all most excellent make-believe. : 

Vive Pierrot a Londres! We see him much the same as he was when he delighted the 
isi ,—"* Avec sa grand casaque d gros boutons, son large pantalon flottant, 

’ le reste, son visage enfariné, sa (ée cowverte d'un serre-téle now 
.+ le véritable Pierrot ye oe — naire... sea joies denfant, et ses chagrins 
dun effet si ique”’—an 80 ic. ; 

Tt ‘his entertainment could be given at night, the house would be’ crammed during « 
long run ; but afternoon possibilities are limi More than a word of must be given 
to "4 Anpré Wormsen’s music, which, ly conducted by Mr. x, pt in 
hand with the story written by Mice aunt Fits, and illustrated by these panto- 
mimists. No amateur of good acting should fail to see this performance. Verb, sap. 











“*a Grand Salon de Repos will be 
** still life” only, we suppose. Will Sir Farpenicx, PRA, 
and set aside one of the rooms in Burlington as a Dormi- 


Iw the Salon this year, 
vided.” For pictures 
act on the suggestion, 


tory ? 


the Atheneum says, 
ill lit 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. THE DIARY OF AN OLD JOKE. 
Awa! special attraction in The New Review! “ April Fool's 


Day Poem,” by ALraep Avetrx, and, an announcement on the cover 
that “ Thus number contains a Picture of Miss Ertxw TERRY in one 
of her earliest parts.” Oh, dear! I wish it didn’t contain this 
icture, which is a bleared red of Misses Kare and 
fpiew Teeny, “‘as they « ” (as never could appear, 
I’m sure) in an entertainment which achieved a great success in 
the provinces—but not with this red-Indian picture as a poster. 
Of course it may be intended as compliment-terry; it may mean 
“always entertaining and ever reddy.” However, the picture is 
naught, except as a curiosity; but the first instalment of our 
ELLen’s reminiscences is delightfully written, because given quite 
naturally, just as the celebrated actress herself would dictate— (of 
course = never has to “ dictate,” as her scarcely-breathed wish is 
a law —to her pleasantly-tasked amanuensis. Next lot, please! 

In Maemillan’s for this month, Awpr&é Hors tells a flattering tale 
in recounting ‘A Mystery of Old Gray’s Inn.” It would have come 
well from that}weird old clerk, te whom Mr. Pickwick listened with 
interest during the convivialities 
at the “* Magpie and Stump.” It 
should take a prominent - J in 
the proposed new issue of Half 
Hours with Jumpy Authors. 

The Baron has just read a 
delightful on ** The Bretons 
at Home,” by Cuantes G. Woop, 
in the Ar, , for this month. 
The Baron has been there, 
and still would go if he could. 
but, as he can’t, he is contented 
to let ‘‘ Woop go” without him. 
and to read the latter’s tales of 


a traveller. 


“Ss 





+a 
ae 


Turf Celebrities I have Known, 

= by Wittiam Dar, is a gossipy, 
in, — snarly sort of book; casting 4 
rather murky or grey Day-light on a considerable number of 


Celebrities who were once on the turf, and are now under it. But 
the Baron not being himeelf either on the turf or under it, supposes 
that this Day is an authority, as"was once upon a time, that is, 
only the other day, the Dey of Atorens. But this Day is not of 
Algiers, but of All-gibes. Ordinarily it is true that “* Every dog 
has his day.” Exceptions prove the rule, and it would appear from 
this book—‘‘ not the first ‘book,’ I suppose,” qu e Baron, 
“that Mr. Day has ‘made’ or assisted in ‘making,’ ”’—that eve 
dog did not ‘have’ this particular Day, but that some dogs did. 
The writer has missed the chance of a good title— not for himself 
but for his book. He should have made it an autobiography, an 
then have called it, ** De Die in Diem ; or, Day by Day.” 
Everyone's truly, Taz Baron pe Boox-Worms, 











WHAT IT WILL COME TO! 
(A fragment from a Military-Commercial Romance of the future.) 
Axp so Mr. Evterspee approached his proposed recruit, and 
invited him to lunch to discuss the matter quietly. 
“You are 7 good,” returned the other, ‘‘ but I can assure you 


I eat nothing dinner. Won't have a cigar?” 
Mr. ELLensper accepted the proffered kindness, and remarked 


upon the excellent quality of the tobacco. 

** Yes,” assented his companion, “‘it is not half bad, for we get 
all our supplies from the Stores ; and now what can I do for you?” 

Then Mr. Ec.exspex unfolded his sad story. England was losing 
her commercial prosperity. owing to a searcity of labourers, artisans, 
nay, even clerks. The Empire was in as bad a condition as those 
foreign countries in which forced military service was established. 
Like France and Germany, trade was being ruined by the Army. 
Would not the young man desert, and become a recruit in the Labour 


- y dear friend,” was the reply, “‘I hope I am as iotic as 
most le, but I cannot sacrifice my just interest Ft 


ment. hat can you give me in exc for my t life? I 
have recreation-rooms, libraries, polytedunies, every sort of 
amusement f ”’ 

** But also drill and discipline,” urged the other. 


** Which I am told by my medical attendant (whose services by the 
way are gratuitous), are excellent for my This being so, I 
ean scarcely complain of those institutions. Then I have excellent 
pay and ample food. Now, I ask you frankly, can the advantages 
by Trade compare for a moment with the privileges, as a 


up the Army ? 
r. ELLERSDEE was compelled to answer in the negative ! 





ie 
by gi 
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I now enjoy? Tell me frankly, shall I improve my position! Editor's Prewitt Wo have paid a pious visit to his last Jesting-place; 


(Posthumously Printed by kind Permission of Wit, Humour, & Co, 
Limited.) : 


April 1.—My birthday; have no idea which. Old as the hills 
but not guite so pointed ; venerable, but broken down, and used up: 
not the Joke I used to be; once the rich darling of Society: but ij 





(Society) didn’t pay, so to work hard fora living. Tit Bits, the 
National Observer, and the Chancery J have impoverished me. 
Never mind—I’ll be revenged—resolve to keep a Diary—“' weekly | 
diary of a weakly"’—oh dear! my old infirmity again. Must really 
be more careful. 
Aprii 2.—In with the rest of them, for a (North-) Easter outing, | 
Hackrne, in the train, tried to palm me off upon HomwBLower, who 
had actually the impudence to affect that he “ couldn't see me” : as 
if I badn’t obviously made his reputation for years! The best of 
it is, that Honwetowen is always airing me in public, and dropping 
me y= ee ~—_ oe “ Society ia! E 
pri 3.—Out to dinner. ta ite Soci ve 

ded never to have heard me before. I was allotted to Mis 

ORN BLOWER (worse luck !), and she positively called me ‘‘ Her own!” 
—at my age, too! It’s indecent. Complained to Hoxunsiowns, | 
who now faced round, and maintained that he was the Bit fe being | 
me out. I could almost have cried. No wonder I fell flat, 
op = myself. Why, Sir, Sypszr Lag my omen, and | 
was always trotting me out asa y, and trading on me. I sup-| 
ported him, Bir, when I was but en infast phenomenon I euppested | 
im—but I can’t support HomnsLower. | 
April 4.—Went to the theatre, as I was told I figured in the'play; 
claimed a free pass to the Stalls from the box-office boy, who was | 
= _~ him wy ont: Be looked scared, and - awe Si 
right. e actors were of me: very gratifying; but ev | 
laughed! Just like their cheek! There’s nothing laughable 
I should fancy, about anything so played out as J’ve become. Ugh! 
how I detest irreverence! Hoxwstower and Hacgrne have both | 
written to the papers, maintaining that I belong to them, and that | 
the theatre has no right to have me impersonated on the Stage ; they | 
term it ‘“* Thought Transference,” ‘‘ The Brain- Wave,” or something 
outlandish ; and to think that Hacxine, who reviews HonsnLowne's 
effusions, once spoke of me as stale! They had better not try my | 
patience too far, I can tell them. 
April 5.— Sunday. Want change, and rest. Made for the 
O’Witpe’s sanctum. Cabman took the change, and O” Wipe the | 
rest. Have known all the celebrities of the century, but like | 
O’'W. the most. For one so young, he’s truly affable; made 
me quite at home; promised to put me up—or in, I forget which; | 
and then he uttered this remarkable “‘ preface”—“ Jokes are | 


neither old nor young: they are simply mine or thine—that is all.” 


d Nevertheless. I’m sure to be in his bad books before long. 


April 6.—‘‘ Horrible outrage—an Old Joke, in trouble again ”— | 
run the newspaper placards—was collared forcibly by two masked 
ruffians in Grub Street, and dispatched post-haste to Punch office. 
Mr. P., however, had sos fous 0 beg, ont een ss be im- 
posed upon. He sent me back promptly, on Her my my Service, 
wecning me that, unless I went off, I should probably be knocked on 
the Dear Everoreew Poxicrveiio! but not so evergreen 1 
all that. He knows my constitution won’t stand these liberties. The 

oes turn out to be Hons sLower and Hacky, as I suspected. 
In defence they alleged I had struck them forcibly! Mr. P. vows he'll 
proceed against them for nuisance—interfering with Ancient Lights. 

Apri 7.—Very weak, from effects of yesterday. The heart taken 
out of me. Consult my Doctor. To judge from the prints in his 
waiting-room, I’m popular enough still with his patients. Sa 
I’m suffering from a bad attack of Printer’s Devils, but can’t make 
me younger; replied that my desire was to be older. He looked 
grave, and rejoined, ‘‘ Impossible”; prescribed a course of Attic salts; 
as I came out, met Sir Witratp Lawson. He declares I don't look 
a day older than when he first knew me; but then, he’s licensed to 
be sober on the premises! Ab, how I love the House of Commons! 

April 8.—Worn to a skeleton; sinking fast, but Ill die hard. 
Make my will. Roque Autographs of Tatieyrawp and Jor 
Miter to Madame ud’s; everything else to be sold for the 
foundation of an Asylum for Old Jokes. A knock at the door. 


Heaven me !—two Interviewers! ‘Come in,” I said, with the 
conventi “cheery voice.” Anticipated the worst, but worse than 
I antici Horwstower and Hacxrne are brooding over me; 
assert ** Thought Trans- 


have been sent by the Lorp Mayor. 0 
ference” again! Well, I should have committed suicide, and now 
I can be released without crime. It won’t last long. If I might 
suggest my obsequies, [ should like to be cremated in Type 
Hacxrse begs my blessing, and pretends to weep at hearing the 
last of me. Hope I shan't ever have to haunt Honwstower ! 


on the urn is inseri 
Pizaszs TO Forest Tus Guost or Tue Same Otp Joxs. 








CH NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawi 


im no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed En 
there will be no exception. 
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CURIOUS OLD 
HGHLAND WHISKIES 


7 10 15 & 25 years is wood. 
a per des. 48/- 60/- 72/- 120/- 


4n eminent Medical Authority, in reoom- 


ting the mot erate use of Whisky, 


hat on 
Bel a8 it is well matured. 


‘led Inst on application to 


wonel BROS., COBBETT & SON 
(LIMITED 
210 & 211, PICCADILLY; 
is @& 19, PALL MALL; 
148, REGENT ST. 
Whitky Bonded Stores, Inverness, N.B. 





ASK FOR AND DRINK ONLY 


GREERS'’ 


0... Wi eee 


0D VATTED HIGHLAND WHISKY. 
In Square Bottles) 
At 45s. per Dozen Case. 

A bend of the Gnest Highland makes, which «4 
Medical ADs yst'” deseribes as the perfection of 
= oteh Whisky. 

ops’, BROMPTON ROAD, 
. ad au = leading Stores in 

Loade 


Whelesale Cfices, 69, Manz LANE, £.¢. 


JAM-VAR 
WHISKY, 


THE FAMOUS OLD SCOTCH. 
TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 
[t2D IN TEE PALACE AND THE SHISLING. 
THE Best FOR CAMP, MOOR, OR LOCH. 
ae Awards, 
Ree ded by the Medical Faculty. 


DyBs 8 CHEV? EDINBUZGH and LONDON. 


-—.¢ ee 








THE 


G. B. 
| DIABETES WHISKY 


aine uger. Is mot stored in Sherry Casks. 
? HUES, GOUT, & ZIDNEY COMPLAINTS. 
Certain ns to deserve its mame.” —Lancsr. 
48e. per Doz. 
CARRIAGE PAID, 


GEO. BACK & CO., 


Devonshire Square, London. 


4 Por NRALTH For PLEASURE. Por BUSINESS, 
SWIFT” AND “GOLUB” 
CYCL 


Over 20 Years the Leading Machines. 
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Vinolia Soap 


“Of unquestionable excellence, and much in favour with 
the profession.” — British Medical Journal, 

“Odour delicate, and the article of excellent quality.”— Lancet. 

“ An ideal Soap, delightfully perfumed.”’—Chemist and Druggist. 


OF ALL CHEMISTS. 


Shaving Sticks, 1s., ls. 6d, and 2s, Gd. 


6d, 8d., 10d., and 2s. 6d. 


Flat Cakes, 2s. Vinolia 


Shaving Foam, ls, 6d. 











A delicious blend of INDIAN and CEYLON 


H OP 


2/6 


TEA 


2/- 


TEA blended with ENGLISH HOPS, 


prepared under Sxritive’s Patents 
Improves the Gavour of tea, sesists 
digestion. SOLD retail by all Grocers. 
THE HOP TEA CO., Lum, 87. 
GEORGES HOUSE, EASTCHEAP. 
4. $,and1 1b. samples, with testimonials, 
&c., will be sent on receipt of P.0.0. 





25, CONDUIT ST., W. 


DORE’S 
RAINPROOF-HYGIENIC 


TWEEDS 


ULSTERS. 





BLACK INK 
DRAPER’S INK (DICHROIC). 





Lendon—15 & 16, 
Belbers Viaduct. 
Manchester — 
9, St. Mary's Gate. 
Works— ~ Goventry. 


; Laem - l sere + Fae 
COVENTRY MAC HINISTS’ co., LIM. 








“Quod ab Omnibus Quod 
Ubigue.” 


A pollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


“ The best beverage.” 


TRUTH. 








Manufacturers, BEWLIY & DRAPER, Ltd , Dubiia. 


BEST 


KNOWN. 


Of all Stationers. 


LONDON DEPOT: 


HAYDEN & GO,, 


10, Warwick Square, E.C. 
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EXTRACT 
or 
BEEF 


Ink seroes the 





on each Jar of the 
Genuine F xtract. | 








“JOHANNIS” 


KING OF TABLE WATERS. 
CHARCED ENTIRELY WITH NATURAL CAS. 
Prevents Gout, Rheumatism, and 

Indigestion. 
Mixes equally well with Wines, 
pirits, or Milk. 
Not medicinal, but a9 agreeable health-promoting 
verage. 

AT ALL FIRST-CLASS HOTELS 

AND RESTAURANTS 


Sample Cases of 59 plats, 18/6, inclading bottles. 
JOHANNIS SPRINGS, Ltd., 
ZOLLHAUS, GERMANY. 


Wreireite Grona— 
28a, WHARF ROAD, CITY ROAD, LONDON. 


LEA & PERRINS’ 
SAUCE. 


The Original and Genuine ‘* Worcestershire Sauce.” 
For HOT and COLD 
MEATS, 

GRAVIES, 

SALADS, 
SOUPS, 
GAME, 
FISH, 
WELSH 


RAREBITS, 
&c., &c. 


vie ™ 
Leg Aiaris 


Signature is on «very Mottie of the Genuine 
and Origioal. 


Eequisite Model. Perfect Pit. Ouarantecd Wear, 


& N 


PATENT Dilagowal 


SUPPLIED 








THE 


SEAM CORSET. | 


Wit not split in Lad Besms 
nor tear in the Fabric. “The 
most com/ortable or ay 
ever made.—Lapr's " 
Made in White ~~ ana 
all the Fash nable 
and Shades «1 itation ¢ "i ah, 
Gatin, and ( 
new Sanitary Woollen 
Cloth, afi, wu, a, wh 
eg peir.s: depwer 
y lithe Pr ncepel 
end Ladies (hu! fitters in the 
united kingdom 4 colonies 


Tmace Gorn Mrvate. 


RYLANDS’ 
DACCA 
GALICOES 


ARE THE BEST. 











uthese COMPOSITION | 


____, CWasanenenths 


SADDLE PASTE 


(Wareurnoor) 


& H. HARRIS’S | S. & H. HARRIS’S 


EBONITE B BLACKING @ 


Warsarncor) , aad 
hi Bisek J Lotnor — 


PORIGEIEG, PASTE 


S. & H. HARRIS. Manufactory: LO 
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Qe 
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Continue t6 be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


SEWARS OF IMITATIONS OF »OTE BED 
45D BLOWN LAbetia. 


GOLDEN HA 


Ve RPBOCTLY HARMIBn46 
Bod by Pestemen ang Sgniete throug bows 





Agents: BR. HOVERDEN & BONS, 


Lesvos 


USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES, 


~ BEST 
FOOD 
INFANTS. 


In Tins, 1s, &8., 6s. an 10s. each. 


SAVORY & MOORE, tonoon, 


4ND SOLD BVESTWHERS, 


WELCOME ALWAYS, KEEP IT HANDY, 








> | GRANT'S MORELLA CHERRY BRANDY. 


Me sare to eek for GRANTS, and don't be put of 
with inferior mekes. 





FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


areree 
REQUIRE 
GRINDING, 
aw Dealers 
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Pale Sitka Re Attar sir 
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LATE, &e. 
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JUVENILE DEPARTMENT. 


Mesers. BAMUEL BROTHERS res 


vit apecti ”f their Bhew-Rooma by l’arents 
ar haa ane Ww are des sof Uurf g thew 
jave 6 charges for any of the publi r private 


Colleges, Scheois, &e 
The requirements of Youths and Bors have for 


very many years engaged the closest attention of 
Meeers,. SAMUEL BROTHERS, + he result 
thas this important Department of their business 
has attained very iarge dimensions, 0 that every 
wa Suits, Overcoats, Hosiery, Boots, &c., is 
fally met, and durabie qualities insured, 


Catalogue (400 Engravings) and Patterns 
Free on Application, 


MERCHANT TAILORS AND JUVENILE 
OUTFITTERS, 


| 65 & 67, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C. 


Work Shops :— Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill; 
ond +, é 


SAMUEL BROTHERS. @ 


rey's Inn Road Noeroca.” * Bron. o “as cx c Tas a *Gaewue Tan.” 
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| THOMPSON and CAPPER’S 
Teorsux PLO RI lc rin Se 


nee ATT REVOLYER | it ' WATER 


tal at 
for Military Purposes, takes Eiey's 8 | ders and is —— , 3 Beautifies and Preserves the Terra 
cal. Eupress and «i other “S cal | go elastic In parte a Sweet Pragrance to the Kanara. 
Pistol Cartridges | eh st whilst o> ~~ = | Is Cooling ond Kefreshing to the Mocra. 
COLTS LIGHTWING MAGAZINE RIFLES. | ¢ t aa ay ne 
orge and bmell Game, Kook Bhooting, and , r * clip for sup- | N.B.—The success of this the Gost liquid tifrice 


< rtin th mate in Envland has led many I*searo0e 
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aneqas led for rapidity of Gre 


- i irtwall T. & C.'s signature band on each Bottle. 
Eg . ¥ y 
carried 1 Se alt the BEY VERS Eéia im percept:- Bottles, le. 64. Se. 6d., ds. 6d., and Se 64., of all 
rgh, and Trubtin in 1889 =6Price List free ble to the Chemists and Btores, or sent, post free, from 
COLTS FIREARMS CO. wearer. %, BOLD 8TREET, LIVERPOOL. 


26 Ginsshouse ae Piccadilly Circus, London Ww.) 











8. 
HOOPING COUGH, "Ener, an > BBae® | HOLLANDSCHE TANDMIDDELEN. 
CROU so Sut eras a Sagan Auay.|.  PERPOMING THE BREATH. 
ROCHE'S HERBAL EMBROCATION. |= or a. OBLERS svane yam Tooth Elixir, 3s. 64. per bottle. Tooth Powder, 64. 
The  e-ebrated effectual cure without internal W motesste of 15, 6, 217, Cuearerpe. Low don, B.C 


medicine ole Wholessie Agente, W. Rowsane & | and all Wholesale Hosiery Houses. °| Ee Sa Sa 


«, 7 "@ seen Victoria Street, London If amy Gifficulty im obtaining, send Postal Order A. FRIEDERICH, 
& y most Chemists. Price & hottie (ie) to FP. Wepartment, Central Depot, 6, Philip 
Parie—* Acaap 3, Kt ue oe artin | Tene, London - , end & pair will maiicd free Purveyor to H. M. the King of Moliand. 
New York—Powesas & Co.. Bo Wiliam Street by return of poe “ole Agents: R, HOVENDEN & SONS, London. 


and ls perbox. Tooth Paste, Clove favour, 2s 64; 
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“ Pasowres.” 


CAMEL FOUNTAIN PEI 


4 Whole Letter with Oxs Dip, 





oog use pens for all my drowinge on paper erent 
and your’ Camuet ' pens are the best | ever hada 
—Lincter Sampouans. 


Im One Shilling Boxes. Of all Statham «¢ 


ORMISTON & GLASS, 17, St. BrideSt, dest Of 


ss ANTI) 


Fe tH Veegrtasia 
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HIGHEST AWARDS EVERYWHERE. 


LONDON, PARIS, BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA, 
SANTIAGO, MELBOURNE, SYDNEY, 
ADELAIDE, EDINBURGH, &c, 
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| FoR 
| TOILET and NURSERY. 


Specially prepared for the deli- 
cate skin of Ladies and Children 
and others sensitive to the 
weather (Winter or Summer). 
Imparts and maintains a soft 
velvety condition of the skin. 


| FAIR WHITE HANDS. 
BRIGHT CLEAR COMPLEXION. 
SOFT HEALTHFUL S8KIN. 
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